WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
exiling him, say, to the Andaman Islands and then allowing him to
return to Egypt and exiling him again shortly afterwards, this time to
Gibraltar, and so on. We were completely inconsistent and seemed
unable to follow any definite policy in regard to him.
Nothing is more fatal than to keep chopping and changing, a fact
which was very vividly brought home to me once by a personal
experience. It was during my first period in Russia and I had gone
down for the week-end to Tosno—where there was a syndicate shoot
of which I was a member—on the chance of finding elk. The shoot-
ing-lodge was miles away from anywhere, in the middle of a vast
forest which stretched in all directions for hundreds of kilometres. It
was midwinter, with deep snow and about twenty-five degrees of
frost. There were no elk, and after lunch I decided to take a small
rifle and try to shoot a hare. There were many tracks in the snow and
I amused myself by following one which zigzagged all over the place.
I was so engrossed in this that I thought of nothing else for a couple
of hours, until I suddenly realized that it was getting dark and that
I had no idea where I was or in which direction to go in order to get
back to the house. I began by retracing my own footsteps, but in
winter the night falls fast in Russia and I had gone but a short distance
before it was too dark to see them any more. So off I went blindly
in what I hoped was the right direction, but after walking for about
ten minutes I got the impression that the forest was growing more
impenetrable and that the trees were closing in on me. So off I
went on another line, and once more I gained the same impression
as before.
By that time I was thoroughly alarmed at the possible prospect of
freezing to death in the night. So I said to myself, "You fool! If you
go first in one direction and then in another, you will get nowhere and
just die of cold in the end. Make up your sillymind which way you
are going to go, and then, whatever happens, go on in that direction.
Even if you have to walk all night, you must in this way at least get
somewhere in the end." I spent about five minutes thinking it out
carefully and trying to remember where the sun had been when I left
the lodge and where it had set. Eventually I made up my mind, and
off I started. I had a short for coat on and varrdckis, or felt boots
reaching well up above the knee, and in spite of the cold I sweated like
anything ploughing through the snow and wondering how long I
158

